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Saying it all with dance:
‘The art of Margie Gillis

he dances of legendary
. Margie Gillis embody emo-
tions, transformations, and
deeply buried evolutlonary memo-
ries that are too complex tobe
expressed in words.

Alone ot the vast stage of the Port
_Theatre last Saturday night, she
mesmerized her audience, in still
another highlight from this year's
[BFrinGinG Dance Festival.

Womatter how minimal or sweep-
ing the gesture, she wagalways in
complete contrel.

Momattar how much or how little
one comprahanded her choreo-
graphed communications, ons felt
the exuitation and the pain, the iove
and the loss.

Her program, with the ambiguous
title of FLITD STARILITY, consist-
ed of six danees, composgad like post-
rv. Each one, & described in the pro-
gram, “a condensed distillation af &
coneept o state of being/sxpert-
ence.”

In many she expresses a profound
connection to the nataral waorld,
organic and inorganic, birds and
stone, And to the secrets they may
reveal

In the apening mumber ‘Breathing

{n Bird Bone', the backdrop 1= a vast
gweop of clouds, the musie 1§ ocoan-
Le, and the dancer in white expresses
such an expansive sense of joy that
she transforms into a bird.

“~With arms outsiretched,

running laughing, the bird rides the
winds gracefully, but walks awk-
wardly on land, Through dellcate
obsarvation the daneer caplures the
movements and idiosyrcrasles of
birds, ending on a sad note with the
darkening skv and the reslbzation of
being land-boand,

The avian reference turms up
again in ‘Broken Stone', which was
inspired by the environment of a
stome quarry in Norway

It opens with the dagcer, now in

“black against a black backdrop with
her lang hair fving, trying despar-
ately to shut out or escape the song
of birdes — perbaps because they
reming her in some primordial way
af loes, her nability tofiy.

Her danee patierns adapt to blend
with the strange sound of ancient
inatruments that have beon recov-
orod from & Bropse Age archasologl-
cal site in Scotland.

Tothe music of a 2,000-vear-old
horn (which sounds like & didgeri-
doo), sheswirls in circles. but to the
percussive drum beat of sticks and
stones, her movements become mora
anguiar, alternataly ritualistic and

frenzied. The whole dance suggests
ancient memories buried in ot
hones.

“When Skin Segarates From Bone'
i& the darkest and most minimal
number in her program — with 115
references to the norganic world of
stone and death, The huge stage is
compbetely black,

Cmnly the figure of the dancer is
visthla as she moves and rotates
almost ibly from the Teft
sida to the right.

Her shoulders and hack are bave,
gleaming in the single spotlight,
while the lower portion of her body
is encased in a lumpy, bulky, black
garment that 1ooks like an immobile
chunk of stone — like Uving tizsue
being stowly swallowed up in sedi-
mentary matier

By contrast, in “The Complex Sim-
plicity of Lowe’, the dancer hecomes
& poam in moton, giving harself
over completely to the dance with
her full skirt twirling and ber loose
Hair fiowing and her hreathing
heavy — éven to the point of frenzy

But the joy is tinged with complexity,

Her polors are dark, and the beau-
tifl countertenor aria from Han-
del’s Rinaldoon the soundirack is a
sad lament.

Breaking away from the austers
dark tones of her program. her final
number What the Wind Whispers’
foatures a gorgeous red pown and a
streaky hackground of red and blue
— suggesting velns, arteries and the
human heart, '

To the serene music of Brahms
sumg by Jessye Norman, the dancer
evolas the vecurring miracle of tha
spirit's restiisnce, how one can be
erumplod down with absolute grief
but rise again awalting new chal-
lenges

We were in the presence of a gen-
uine, one-of-a-lind artist Saturday

night.

Margie Gillis has made and con-
tinues to make a distinstive contri
bution to the art of dance, the cul-
tiire'of Canada and the world,
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